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MOLLY GRAHAM:
ox. HQW JOENNY WON HIS FIDDLE.
\ TALR OF THE REVOLUTION.

[CoNcLrDED. |
BY MARTHA RUSSELL.

CHAPTER TV,

he moon bad sunk hehind the Umpowoay
Witk s the Boastle and confusivn of vhe camp
well nigh subsided into silence, when it was
snnounved to Genersl Putnsm that an |‘r1tl
man and . young girl desired to speak with
L. He immediately gave the order for their
sdmittanee ; and, in spite of her assumed cour-
\nd the close pressure of her grandfather’s
Ll Molly Graham felt her limbs tremble
{opeath her, when they stood alone in the
presence of the redoubted chieftain.

e ol man, after bowing his gmy head in
token of respeet, stood erect as the General him-
wil bt the maiden courtesied without daring
1y raise ber pyes,  Putoam gazed at them o
yoment in silence, and then, in the deep, hrief
wnes that bespoke the man of action, asked—

Nour husiness, friends.  In what can | aid

youl !

Molly looked up, and gathered courage, for
there was something in that weather-heaten,
Lut honest, open face, that made each one that
gueed upon it feel the truth of General Wash-
meton’s words, when he said to Putnam, © Sir.
you seemn (o have the faculty of infusing your
own spirit into your troops.” Relinquishing

make another girl of you,” replied the young
man, gaily.
“I hope so, Harry. But, sometimes, my
courage 15 every bit gone. General Putnam
would not call me brave now. See, how |
tremble : and my hands are cold as ice.”
“ Rut your lips are warm as your heart, and
that never was cold or unkind to any liwng
thing, yet,”" returned the young lover, kissing
her agnin and again, ere he sprung u his
horse, and then, with her “ Remember, Harry!”
ringing in his ears, dashed down the street.
CHAPTER V.

Notwithstanding the fatigues of the previous
night, Molly Grabam was up with the sun the
next morning, The dark forebodings that so
sadly shadowed her pnrtu:lg from her loves had
mingled with her dreams during the night, and
she rose weak and disquieted, longing for the
hour to come when the sound of his voice
should again assure her of his safety.

She was not alone in her anxiety. The
events of the preceding night had sadly dis-
turbed the usoal quiet eurrent of life in Andie
Graham’s dwelling, and even his calm face
looked excited; and, instead of going to his
labor as usual, he walked the room, or out to
the front gate, where young Andie sat perched
on u post that commanded a view of the road
to the south. The grandmother pattered about
among the pans and pails in the kitchen, as
usual ; but, somehow, things in her department
did not go ou with their accustomed regularity;
for the pewter plates, which she set down
against the andirons to dry, went trundling
into the ashes; and in her haste to save them,
the good dame dropped her bunch of wet scour-
ing-grass into » pan of milk.  Waell she wmight
wonder “what the posset had got into her.”

“1 see nothing of them,” gaid the old man,
coming in from the front yard. “ They must
have passed the Bend hoﬁvwe we were up, [f
Harry gets leave to come over, as he said, he
will be most likely to go to his father’s first. |
guess Tll go across to the Squire’s, and see
what news they may have got.”

Even as he spoke, the figure of some one

lier grandfather’s hand, she stepped forward,
and brieily bat succinetly related her tale.
When she spoke of young Stanforth’s halt at
the house of Glover, a frown guthered on the
oficer’s brow, which grew dark as the night
without, a8 she went on to detail the plot of the
traitors, but without mentioning their names ;
fur she had been determined from the first not
to implicate Bill Glover, if ible, for his
family's sake. But suddenly the General in-
terrupts her with, in his deep, stern tones—

“ \{'h.. are these men ? Their names, girl!"”

shie hesitated ; and he impatiently repeated,
as he strode aeross the floor—

“Their names, I say! OF course, you know
them'! Why don’t you tell 17

“1 dare not,”” was the low but firm rspl 3

“Hu! How now ! exclaimed the chnef{nin,
pausing abruptly before her, and gazing in her
twee, ~ And may | ask why you can’t tell?”
le widded, with a blending of sarcasm and sus-
picion in his tone, alter & moment’s 5

“ Boeause—hecause,” she began, struggling
to keep back the tears, “one of them, who is
but the dupe of the other, has been kind to
we: and, besides, he has a large family of little
helpless children.  One of them hel me to
come here to-night : and if troublo overtakes
them, it must come through some other hands
than mine. | have told you all I can, sir, and
told the truth. Come, gran’ther, let us go
Loee, shie added, taking the old man’s hand,
und turning away.

sy ! exclaimed the General. [t is no
great matter ; we shall get at the bottom of
this affuir, somehow : 80 you may keep your
sweret | won't even ask your grandfather to
hetray it he added, smiling.  © Tell Whiting
to request Colonels Hazen and Sheldon to come
to my quarters,” he said, to the sentinel at the
door. Then, turning to Molly, he added—

“You are a good girl, and I wish half our
troops had your pluck—a good girl. and a
brave ane, and, | suppose, an old man like me
may he permitted to add, a pretty one, too.
The British wonder how we hold out so well,
my old friend” he said, turning to Andie
Graham ;  but, did they know our women,
they would not sk again,”

“True, returned the old man, with simple
dignity : “ it is wonderful to see how the hands
of the feelle are strengthened, and the courage
of the strong man found in the hearts of little
children. But hath He not said, ¢ As thy day
1%, 80 shall be thy strength !

Colonels Sheldon ancLl Hazen soon entered ;
and, after n rapid statement of the case by the
Gonerul and & few more questions addressed
to them by the two first-named officers, Andie
flfmlnml and his grand-daughter were free to
depart

Ax they were turning away, Putnam, ever
quirk uud impetuous in all his movements and
leclings, stepped forward, and laying his hand
on Molly's head, said, fervently—

Goid bless you, my daughter, You have
done w good deed to-night, and the memory of
itwill e o fur hetter reward than praise of
man, Yet, remember, General Patnam thanks
you from his heart: and, by God’s help, vour
efirts to save these brave men shall not he in
vain. Ho there, Whiting!  An escort for this
old min and muiden!?

_Andie Graham hastened to decline the prof-
fered esort and, accompanied by Sheldon,
Whose deep interest in the fate of his favorite
Young officer Ind Lim to prosecate his inguiries
»titl further 1t the room, AE the gate, they
found Hq_arrlv Lawton nwaiting them, with the
bridle of hix horse thrown over his arm. The
young trooper belonged to the company to
Whom orders hud just hoen despatched to {nld
!I".I.II"'.IT” e readiness o mount: and Shel-
:!I.T;!‘]""'“ durkened us he recognised him ;
.-,l.‘:-'.-.:h-.l':l'.;“l::r.:.nl-:.!“w now, Lawton! " made the

: \:‘ |r;; i I-m: ':na, young Lawton stated that
o permission from his eaptain to ride on
‘.. |;‘.I anci: of hia troap. in urr‘--r tu escort his
e lrmn_:hl.(.rs home; ngd that he wus to wait
f".]":‘ companions ag the ¢ Bﬂ]d, about a mile
Thix won I'-I have prul.n'l;ly availed him little
:llth the strict disciplinariun, had it not been
or i glanes the latter caught of Molly's fi
U the light from Putnam’s windows fell b
‘on . Sheldon possessed the key to that
"pression in his own experience, and the frown
[ N_f;‘\[-hve t o smile, a5 he said—
s --::”‘I well, fur onee in the way, it may do.
cidedly | ™ ¥ou do not linger,” he de-
He'did not Jin er—aoven
l'nr.\!mm hurried tlfmugll the ﬁh&z%h"i'::’::
(g the young brother ns he bounded out
0 mewt them, and took him back to hin grand-
:uutllu‘r K fido—nt lrlllt, only for a moment, just
o listen to  fow such sweet chidings as these:
i [T e more careful, Htrry' ‘ou are 8o
"ihitles, so venturesome. For your mother's

ske—for mine!  [f thi ;

hm\:g ;'\‘i: L:[::: you, ]!::(:.u“di.!ﬁ-lno .
Ang lm'“m-, lnu

frociy o the young travpar's baad? " 0

“Why, Molly, who would have thought of

F-.-.‘r turning coward, at last— w! Gen-
:.r.:} Putnam himself has BAI.IJ ::'luh::lm
bav gprve and good, as you are; you, who

llll\'.. ﬂlﬂ'l’s h‘d an
low, befure ! If you hada't scted o mb-'u;
Sonight, I should think you had caught some

o the cowardiea of the Tories down in Glover's
ety pid the young trooper, as he drew her

IU8 just that
:::.:]“llhl ";‘"J’ nﬂr;tnublu ::, Harry. You
RS ) ]
have made Il and [, by my silly words,
ppm to Jou woree. O, i snpebing oud
“Why, what will
e 1 Yy g more thau_bes
a ok ride’s fow moments’ sharp ;
teruimey Siaforth and hin bride—for I'm
‘ed t0 have her, too—in our midat,

is

passing darkened the kitehen window ; and in-
stantly recognising young Stanforth, Molly
sprang forth with a cry of joy to meet him.
and—not her lover, as she fondly thought, but
his gray-haired father One glance at their
sorrowful faces, and that ery of joy was turned
into & groan ; and, trembling with terror, the
wor girl eaught at a chair for support; while
er grandfather came forward to meet them,
saying— :

“You bring us bad news, | fear, my friends.
But He will not try us beyond our strength.
Speak on.”

"Syuire Lawton advanced, and taking Molly's
hand in his, tried to speak., Every line and
wrinkle in his weather-beaten fuce was quiver-
ing with grief, and, unable to command his
voice, he as suddenly dropped it, and turned
away to the window with a deep groan.

“Hois dead! Oh, he is dead! Harry Law-
ton is dead! God have merey on me!” eried
the girl, clinging to her o!dY grandfather in
agony of grief. “Oh, | knew how it would be,
all the while! 1 have killed him!”

Young Stanforth approached, and, taking
her hand, said, while the tears filled his eyes—

“This is, indeed, a bitter reward for your
kindness. But, God is my witness. | had rather
died in prison than brought all this sorrow
upon you!”

“Then the lad is indeed gone?” said old
Andie Graham, sadly.

“Either dead or a prizoper, and we fear the
first,” returned the young officer. ** After the
skirmish, which was a bloody one, when the
signal of recall was sounded to eall off the pur-
suers, young Lawton's horse, with an empty
saddle drenched in blood, came tearing into
the ranks. Diligent search was made for the
body, but in vaif® So there is a hope, at least,
that he lives.”

But whatever hope there was in this circum-
stance, it was lost on Molly; for he had not
censed speaking, when her overtasked nerves
gave way, and she sank fainting to the floor,
The young officer raised her in his arms, and
laying her on the bed, which, as was custom-
ary in those days, occupied one corner of the
large room, with the rendiness and tenderness
of & woman, assisted the terrified grandmother
and the sobbing Andie in recalling her to life.
At length, their efforts woere crowned with sue-
cess, The poor girl opened her eyes: but the
moment they resled om the young man's uni-
form, she eclosed again, with a deep

oan: and the heavy-hearted officer resigned
ﬂr to the hands of her friends, while he turned
to give old Andrew Graham the particulars of
the skirmish which had cost them all so dear.

It seems that Young Lansing, acting upon
the information brought him by Bill Glover,
had indeed doubled his troops, and, after send-
ing Miss Atwater and her uncle forward under
the escort of a few trusty men and their house
servants, guided by Jennings, had attacked the
Lieutenant and his small party, and made them
prisoners, though not until some of Lis men
were killed, and the young man himself severe-
ly wounded in his shoulder. Hastily binding
and gu-?gu:f their prisoners, to prevent their
iving the alarm, they left them on the spot, all
hut the Lieutenant, whom they placed in the
centre of the troop, with two {naa\' dragoons
for guards, und set off ab a rapid gallop to over-
take their party in advance,

“We were passing at o rapid pace,” eontin-
ved the young man, “through a hollow, about
four miles below the seene of our eapture, when
we cmught sight of our advance party, rising
the brow of a hill; while at the same mo-
ment the sound of a body of horse, coming st
full speed in our renr, came sweeping down on
the wind, There was one moment's halt, and
then ordets were given to push on in silence.
Instantly every rein wasa tightened, and we
cleared the distance Letween us and the brow
of the hill, just in time toseeonr advance party
attacked by a body of men who sprung, as it
seomed, from a narrow path or sheep-track
that led into the woods on the right.

“ [t was too dark to distinguish faces or uni-
forms at that distance; but the shout that
they gave as they charged, told me at once that
it wns & party of my own brave troop. Their
shout was answered from our rear; and know-
ing that retreat was cut off, young Lansing and
his men fought like heroes, eir numbers
were about equal, and for 8 few moments the
strife was horse to horse, and hand to hand.
From the first, the dragoons at my side had
had orders to guard me, at the peril of their
lives ; but the excitement of the scene proved
too mueh for the patience of one of them, and
he dashed into the melee. By this time, our
comrades in the rear had pressed upon us,
until my guard found himself about opposite
the narrow sheep-track before alluded to, and
which our men in the heat of the strife had
left unrn.rll.d. He instantly seized the bridle
of my horse, and dashed down it at full speed.
Had it not been for my wounded shoulder,
which the frosty air mngersd excoedingly stiff
and or had [ even had a weapon of any
kind, I wouldn’t have asked an hetter
?tn ten ulinulm o:nlk:;l with th?d il}m

# it was, [ was obliged to yield to my fate.
We had not cleared many when a horse-
man, bearing what seemed to be a woman in
his. arms, d ul;nmliiethowbl. Then
followed the quick report of a pistol; and the
stout at my side went
ground. I could bor‘%p my reins
and look round, '“m&hl.m
mmyhnﬂf_ly. 1 nettled that
Come Oa, teuant, there is

ashed toward her] and
o ?QL“M&

woman, whom he instantly placed in my arms,
saying, glil’. “There, sir. take her - sho 18 tryly,
as fs&wt wonld say, the spoil ol my bow and
spear. lptum'med myself and another that [
would give her to you to-night, and I have kept
my word. Bat, mount. sir, mount! " he added,
ranning forward and eatehing the horse of my
dead guard, that was grazing quietly by the
mdaiﬂ

“ |t was only then” continued the young
officer, with deap emotion, “ that | compre-
hended who it wgs that | held in my arms—
that it was m thed wife, from whom the
will of Mr. drews had go long separated
me. [ tried to speak—to thank him—Dbut he
cut me short by saying. as he helped me into
the saddle, and placed the lady in my nrms,
‘Don’t stay to talk now: this path will
lend you out on to the main road, a mile or
two above here. Then, ride oo, sir, in Heaven's
name, for—hark! the rascals have fought their
way through, and are flying down the road
| have a score or two to settle with some of
them yet!' and. springing into his suddie, be
sped back to join in the pursnit of the enemy,
who, as he said, were in full retreat down the
road.

“The last person who can give any account
of him is Corporal Davis: and he says he was
then engaged in n hand-to-hand struggle with
Captain Lansing himself"”

A smothered groan burst from poor Molly,
while the young man added, after a pause—

“I eannot give him up! He wus a favorite
with the whole troop, and a better. hraver
soldier could not be found in the ranks!"”

“That is true, though [ had said it myself.”
snid ‘Squire Lawton, striving to compose his
feelings, ns he seated himseﬁ' near where the
sobbing maiden lay : “ nor a hetter son. He
was over-hasty; and Heaven knows, I huve
often looked for this. He was all we had, and
God alone knows how dear we held him : yot
bhad | o dozen sons,” he added, with u hitter
compression of the lips, “the country fhould
have them all !

“0Oh, no, no'” sobbed Aunt Sara. “ think
of your wife, "Squire! of the poor heart-broken
mother !

“1 do, Heaven knows | do, neighbor Gra-
ham: but better to die like my brave boy,
then live a slave! "

“ And it was only last night, only last night,
he promised me to be eareful, not to run into
danger,” eried Molly. raising herself up, and
gazing piteously in ‘Squire Lawton’s face.
“Oh, little did I think, as | rode along last
night, that | was bringing him to his death. |
thought he would praise me, god now—0Oh,
Harry ! Harry! why didn’t | die with you?”

Young Stanforth turned aside to conceal hix
tears, while Andie Graham. with a voice in
which reproof vainly strugled with pity, strove
to recall the maiden to a sense of submission
to God.

“ Molly, Molly, child!” he said, “this is
wrong—selfish—sinful! Where is the faith
on which you have been taught to rely in the
day of adversity and trouble! Let not the
potsherd strive against its Maker. Look up,
my child! and remember that it is in mercy
that He chasteneth the children of men. Rebel
not against your only refuge!”

“The Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken
away,” began the maiden, but griel was as

ot stronger than faith ; and, burying her face
mn the pillows, she sobbed bitterly—* Oh, |
cannot, gran'ther, I eannot say it! You do
not, cannot know how much he was to me !

“We did know it, Molly,” said "Squire Law-
ton, pressing her hand in his broad palm:
“little as you thought it, we did know it. Anu
we knew, too, how much he thought of you,
and we were proud—his mother and I—prond
and happy to look forward to the time when
we should eall you daughter, and our lonely
old house be maile bright by the presence of
our children. Many's the time that Eunice
and [ have talked it all over; and now—it's a
dreadful thing to be left childless at a blow,
neighhors” he udded. as he Lirushed aside the
fast scalding tears with the back of his braw.
ny hand.

“It is, neighbor,” said old Andie Graham,
with genuine sympathy; “but, ng onr voung
friend says, ‘there is room for hope, still.”

‘Squire Lawton shook his head, as he ro-
plied—* Few that see the inside of their pris.
ons come out alive, neighbor.”

“But ke shall! " eried the'ytmng officer, enr-
nestly.” I will find him if he is alive, nnd
take no rest, night nor day, until | give him
back to your arms, even if | have to ransom
him with my own liberty. This is the least |
can do,”" he went on, turning to Molly, “to-
wards discharging the heavy debt that I and
another owe to your gener indness

“1 need not say how 1t other is@o
me,” he added, in a low tOM8; bLut she longs
to see you, to thank you herself, and to sym
thize with you in this great sorrow, Ol ! I::F
lieve me, we both feel that life itself is dearly
purchased at a ransom this! "

“I do,” she replied, ealmly. “ He was
always talking about you—telling how good
and brave you were: and that was one thing
that made me so anxious to get fews to the
camp. | thought he would blame me if 1 did
not. Befides,” she ndded, with n deep sigh,
while the great tears fell over her cheoks, * we
knew about your and Miss Annie’s affairs, and
often wished we could do something to help
you. It was little we thonght how it would
end!"”

Fueling that grief like hers must have its
natural course, and that she would be better
left to the eare of her friends, young Stanforth
and 'S(\Il‘lr{! Lawton rose Lo Teave, hut not until
Molly had ascertained that Bill Glover had
taken no part in the skirinish, though strongly
suspected of having o hand in the plot. Tt was
with some_difficulty. and only by pleading the
active servicos of little Johinny, that the grief-
stricken girl drew from the young officer a
promise to leave him and his fumily anmolested
until he had further proof.

Young Stanforth nobly redeemed his prom-
isa. He spared no exertions nor expense _’
his efforts to find out the place of Harry Law.
ton's imprisonment, if alive: and General Put-
nam, who had by no means forgotten the
¥y girl's visit to the oump, entered warmly
into l.i'm affuir, and afforded him every fucilit
in his power. But it was all in vain: Sir
Henry Clinton and General Tryon both denied
all knowledge of such a prisoner ; and hope
gradually died out of the most sanguine heart.

The young officer and his betrothed were
much at Andie Graham's, They were the last

sons who had seen and spoken with her
aver; for them he had perilled his life; and
the poor girl took a kind of mournful pleasure
in listening to their voices as they dwelt on his
bravery and virtues,

Poor ehild! she had m;ﬁ:ed hard to
submissively to a stroke, which the rigi _
in which she had been trained taught her to
view as a sore but kindly chastisement from
Heaven ; but there eame hours when the hu-
man within her rose against this thought, and
made the struggle exceedingly bitter.

One thing seemed to give her pleasure.
When young Stanforth, true to his promise,
sent 8 messenger to Bill Glover's, with a fiddle
for Johnoy, the man returned, saying that he
found the house deserted, and no one knew
whither the family had gone. She felt that
she was clear of their ruin, at least.

o ek Eoariuge mney S, ek o S
layed their many w out i-

o would have eontinued
to defer it no
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face. who sat gazing dreamily into the fire.
Suddenly they all started, and the maiden be-
eame pale ns death, at tfw sound of some one
singing in the fields back of the house.

“Some rattle-headed lnds on their way to
the camp,” said the old man, as he closed his
biok ut the voice came nearer and nearer,
until, clear and soft as a flute, it rose heneath
their windows, singing the chorus of un old
Jueobite mng.lhulfngio Graham's own grand-
mother had learned amid the glens of Scot-
land :

“Then gather, then gather
Yo lnds o'er the heathor,
To see him again
To see him again,
While every one swolls the loud hurza '
He's coming again,
Ho's coming agmin.”

They all sprang to their fect but before
Molly could reach the door, it was flung open.
und the figure of little Johnny Glover appeared,

ler, more shrunken and distortod than ever

ut the girl heeded him not : for behind bim
came apother person. and wish a loud cry she
sprang forward, and was elasped in the arpis
tL’:t. were extended to receive her,

“Harry ! Harry Lawton! thank God! thank
God!"” broke from the astonished group, while
little Johnny capered up to the hearth, and
rubbing his hands with delight, cried—

“There, take him. Molly! Johnny kinder
thonght ye'd like to see him agin.  But it is
trouble enough P've had with him, running his
head into all manner of Tory messex, jest Like
u silly partridge into one of Bill's snures.  But
where's the man with the tassel on his shoul-
der?  Johnoy wants his fiddle”

And trouble enough he had lLad, acoording
tor HM“I‘_\' Lawton's own acconnt: for it wus
wonderful how the simple-henrted livtle fellow
had ruccoedod in assisting the young trooper
to escape from his pricon, und had led him
through all sorts of dangers. Luck to his
friends,

He had his fiddle—not only the one prom-
ised, but the best which could be found in the
country ; and at the double wedding, which
followed shortly after, we doubt if’ there was a
prouder or happier being among the whole
gay company than J8hnny, when called upon
to play a favorite air for the dancers.

ill Glover led a wandering, lawless sort of
life among the Cow-boys of Westehester conn-
ty, but Juhnny went home no more. He spent
his short life in wanderigg from one friepd's
house to another—the child of the nei m\r-
hood, delighting the children and the uﬁl peo-
Fle with hix music, but watched over with un-
wiling tenderness by the Ntanforths nnd Law-
tons, whose descendants cherish his memory
even to this day.

For the Natioual Era.
ANNIE SLEEPING.

BY CAROLINE A. BRIGU®

Sleep on, dear ehild ' snd would T tou
The gentle triek might borrow
Mocking the while, with sweet veprieve,
The sure, furtheoming sorrow
But the doys prss—and travels ongthough slowly,
The blinding woe my dim eyvs sov not wholly

Oh, weary eyes'—how long since slecp
As swout as this before moe,
Hos ghed the balsam of its peace
In such completeness o'or ye!
Ye are tired now, and heavy with long weeping,
Aud searcoly know the feol of quiet slovping

Yot was | ones a dtle ohild—
Al me, bat T am droaming '
And dremms ave vain, and dreams nre wild,
And hardly worth the seeming;
And life hag lessons stern as fate, and sternor,
Anid 1, of all, have hoon ite paddest loarner

Anid yet, not #o; are there not depths
My soul has not attained to?—
Tonchings of hard, hard wretchodnoss,
That | s not ardained to ?
Hus not the Father graciously and kindly

Leed the whole way, through tears and grief,
Anid wild, heart-broaking noguish—
Holding my hand in His or lest
The human in me languish—
Anid hidding me look up through grief and sighing,
Beyond the earth where enrthly hopes lny dying

Sloep, little child ! I'too, Fomo d:y.
Shall slumber as benigoly ;
With my hands clasped liko yours, my lips
Bmile-chiseled as divinely ;
And #o I will not envy thy swoet slovping,
Knowing for me like rest my God ix keeping.

DEMOCRACY OF SCIENCE.—No. 13,
BY JOSIAH HOLBROOK.

A “eentan-ounce’ wystem of postage for
all matter at all distances would give gread
progress to the “ Demockacy oF Sciesce,” and
an immense revenue to the Government,  The
Post Office is the peopla’a dnpnrtmeul of the
Government : more direetly, intimately, and
deeply affecting the groatly-varied intercsts of
every citieen than all the othor departments
united, coming home to the intellectual, social,
moral, business, and reciprocal relations of
every man, woman, and child, in the commu-

nity.
& o other agency but the Post Office is in an
messure adequate to the diffusion among nﬁ
vlasses, in all Elum. of the light of science and
of the wonl. No service onpable of being ven-
dored to our citisns By this agency is so high
or k0 pervading s this same diffusion light. It
is the only agency fitted for the work, and the
highest work within the power of the agency.
There is a dignity, n mnajesty, a sublimity, s
glory, in the thought of twenty thousand depos-
itors und agencies for receiving and distribu-
ting, wmong twenty or thirty millions of citi-
zens, members of the smne fraternity, light
which illuminates the mind and lifts up the
soul to the Source from which it emnnz;eld, ;

A system of postage ot once simple, Jibernl,
and lmlightl’:nel{, would be no less uﬁ’uﬁre and
powerful in multiplying and invigorating the
wheels of business, thun in the diffusion of
knowledge. It would set in motion thousands
and millions of new wheels never contemplated
or dreamed of, while it would give greatly-in-
crensed energy to the whole machinery of busi-
ness.  Transmitting samples c{ goods for deter-
mining & husiness transaction, aided by the
telegraph for executing it, would add to the
economy, the dispateh, and the energy of busi-
ness operations, to an extent beyond the reach
of ealculation, In simplicity, uniformity, cer-
tainty, and safety, no currying agency for small
pa can equal the al Post Office ;
sffording business facilities for which all would
cheerfully and gladly puy ad higher rates than
to Expresses or any other transporting sgen-
cen,

A cent an ounce is sixteen dollars 8 hundred
pounds, 8320 a ton. At that rate—forming an
estimate on the ground that the mails on the
six or seven thousand routes would average
one hundred pounds each passage, threo tri
8 week—the receipts to the Government would
be more than thirty millions of dollars a yenr.
Looking at the American Post Office a8 a busi-
ness establishment, oo.fc‘i:atd u %:i:hn:'t
e et
one cent an ounce, and what ligent husi-
ness man can come o any. other result in a
enloulation, but vast resources! .

By railroad conveyance, ht is carried
from New York to ;‘:::ﬁ one %all‘:;
and one cents, & hun pounds. Un
the , the Government wounld ro.
oceive sixteen o hundred from New York
W lﬂn, 3 'nnp of fifteen minutes ; and
from of maz W offices
:"iu nearest neighbor, be it ten or half »

g . i

Not to of the numberleas now wprin

and numerous articles interesting to farmers,
could be sent by a process simple, direct, and
certain, from any place to any plice in the
Union,

Whether viewed in its mighty and pervading
energies for the promotion of knowledge, social
relations, general kindly intercourse, patriot.
ism, commercial operations, agricultural and
manufacturing interests, or (Government re-
SOUTCES, 00 inm[lisenl mind. under a full, eare-
ful, and candid investigntion of the subject,
can probably come tu'f:m one conelusion on
the general results of & “crxT-Ax-0UNeE" BYyS-
tem of luml.u.ge for all matter safe to be carri-
od, nt all distances. except neross the Rocky
Mountaink,

For the National Era
ELLIE.

BY MRS, M. L. BOSTWICK

From s mendow sloping west
Full of April lambs at play,
Cnine one, whiter than the rest,

From its miesry mates away

Came beside me, ns T dreamed
And T marked (s lifled eye
Tnd & pleading look, that seoms]

Full of sasl humanity

As with ot caress T howed,
Pitying, townrd the lonely ane

When behind o purple cloud
Sank the erimson harvest sun

On its neck a wreath 1 found,
And 1 knew the roses there,

Ware the roses that | bound
Yestermorn in Ellic's hair

Then It vanishod ; wd in haze,
Like an amber-Galling dew,
Dhied the lnveliest of days;
Bt T wmarkoed with steaining view,
-

Pussing through the gatos of gold
That tho Sun bad Teft apart,
The Good Shephord of the Fold,

With the lnmb upon his beart.

Trembling-—ealling Ellio’s name,
With a fwint and fearful eall,
Woke I then, a8 murning’s flamo
Kindlod on my chamber wall

Kindled on the pillow white,
Quivered o'er a little head,

Where the straying hair was bright,
Long nnd soft, sl ringleted

Elhwe Iny hoside me there,
And the roso-light, ne T gared,
Bathed the dimpled shoulders bare,
Tingud the velvet eheek upraised

But the soul's sweot curtains drawn,
Stirred not, oped not, ns T wopt,

Awil I knew my lamh hwd gono
With the Shepherd while T slopt

Ellie’s grave is green and gay,
But our ficlds are baro and cold
Whe would call my lumb away
From the shelter of the Fuld *
Edimburgh, Ohio.

For the National Era.
MOOSEHEAD LAKE, MAINE, &c
BY BUI GENERIS,
CHAPTER [

“Awny down Enst,” — Adwown,

Led the wholo way, although I followed blindly *—

JSrom Margaret 8mith's Journal” ~The granite

* Who has not heard of “ Down Fast "—the

nlso the follies of the age, are expected soon to
fu“D'.
We miled up the luke on a cloudy morning
The fitful, eddying mists nssumed the most
fantastic torms, and the weird creations of the
frequent gusts called to remembrance the pic
tured spectres of the Brocken, that had terrified
our childish fancy. At times the murky air
blackened the lake, and seemed o mingle with
its inky waters, while the Spirit ol Darkness
might be seen brooding upon the deep, us over
ancient Chaos,  Suddenly then n strong blust
would sweep the vapors to the shore, and roll-
ing up the mountaing, they would pile Ossa
darkly upon Pelion, and sugment o hundred
fold the hugeness which they swathed. But
very seldom. if more than onece, did the clouds
suddenly gape and close aguin, shedding the
pure light of heaven down for & moment upon
the troubled scene, which ten  times
blacker and more confused when the radiance
wis withdrawn

Un board our boat, however. a cheerful com-
pany lent an agreeable contrast to the external
glwm, The steam-whistle oceasionally star-
tled the echives with its piercing shirick, winle
an old and svoty sheet-ivon Indian. that orna-
mented the top of the smoke-pipe, bent his
bow, and took o determined aim, hut vucillated
with the tremor of the boat, o that he could
never satisfactorily discharge the shaft

We passed Mount Kineo—a Lold blufi that
rises seven hundred feet from the waters of the
Lake. and makes you think that one of the
‘sentinel rocks™ of the City of Elms hus heen
sceurely anchored there.  Look long at that
neat white house at the base of the cliff, fir
there shines the lnst white paint that glistens
this side of Canada. Soom we arrive at o
structure designated in the brilliant advertise
ments as * Railroad Wharf " We have trav-
ersedd the length ol the Lake and now let us
try the cars.

CUAPTER 1V
: dum mula ligatur
Tota nhit hora

I« this a radroad that | see before me? Our
idens of this invention are insepurably connect-
od with a liternl chermin du for.  Expres
traing, smoke, cinders, dust, din, and forty-
miles-an-hour speed. rise up in vision at the
name of railroad.  Bat what have we here!
Two oxen, driven tandem over a corduroy
path—the frame-work of a dirt ear, with four
iron wheels, and logs withal for the machine
to ndvance upon. The President. Diroctors,
and Company of this road are not known
through the announcement of dividends, or the
issuing of reports; but such a romurkable
monument of their enterprise is n sufficient no-
menclator,  Before engaging passuage, we were
so prudent a8 to inspect our team, and having
concluded that for bottom they were unsur-
assed, but for speed indifferent, wo did not
[lmitnt(- to walk on the track two nules to o
hospituble shanty, which covered us for the
night.  The express train followed on Lehind.
We have since aseertained that the rato ol
passenger trains is generally one mile and o
third per hour. When the conductor stops to
pick blueberries, which grow beside the truck,
some time is inevitably lost.  Freight trains
proceed at u more careful pace.  The engines
uppear to consume but little fuel ; perhaps they
live on Ben Franklin's saw-dust pudding: but,
to judge from the heft of their yokes, they are
a stiff-necked generation, and so most probably
subsist on petrified corn-stalks and bean-poles

CHAPTER V.

* And how was the devil divst *
Ol he was rigged apin his best
His jueket was red, and his breechos wore hlue,

fur-famed land of pumpking, shingles, slals
und tull sprouts of the non-descript genus, of
whom Holmes's

" —— whey-tacod brother, that delights to wear

A weedy flax of Wl-conditioned hair,’
was indubitably one? Whenee the term came,
we cannot tell.  Perhaps the best derivation
s o classical one of recent invention. If we
remember aright, Herodotus spenks of o re-
markable “catabathmus” or descent, some-
were on the confines of ancient Egypt. By a
singular propriety, then, the term has been
transferred to the locality of our pyramids of
slabs, Nothing, however, is more difficult to
fix than the exact position of this * catabath-
mus,” or, in plain Eng]inh, Jumping-off pluce.
Perhaps the only sure method of going * Away
Down East,” would be to dive off Cape Race
Rock. But if the reader will skip over two
hundred miles of 0 ruilway trapsit from Boston,
we' will try to find the whereabouts of this very
mysterious * baruthrum.”

CHAPTER IT. -
Pawl wd T i, 12,

Behold us, then, squat upon the summit of a
slow conch at the railway terminus in Water-
ville, Muine. The burly driver collects his
vietims, snd we immediately disappear in un
immense dust-cloud.  Everything soon hegan
to wear the appearance of milrer on Satur-
day night. Away we were trundled, at the
rinte of nearly three miles to the hour, catehing
limpses occusionally of our feet, and of the
ﬁrivar'n head, encircled by o halo of dust. By
and by we hegan to prefer an Arabian simoo
or the storied mm{‘nuu‘ma of Subara; and’
pulling un old felt over our cyes, hogan nor-
vously to “look for an opening”  Protty soon
the driver = hrakes np,” and o small ascent is
developed shead. A brisk flagellntion imme-
dintely ensues, hut wo begin to believe the
matical paradox, that the hottom of u
wheel never turne. A corpulent gentleman
insida promises to got out, il he osn so mend
matters. At this juncture an ox-team over.
tukes and posses us, with  load of bay, Our
beasta snuff the provoking odor, and forthwith
we are borne rapidly along in chase,
continue their speed until the hay is lost to
sight under the portals of o hospitable barn,
and then resume all their natural languor.
Thus we travelled our tedious miles, and a two
days' ]juurnny, relieved ouly by occasional ro-
lays, brought us to the Ultima Thule of the
slages, e rond impigned directly upon n
com{urtable house at the foot of a picturesque
lake, und there we decided to erect our ne plus
wltra, for at least a night

vl honsts, slow bollies."

CITAPTER IIT.
* This lonvsome lnke, like to n sea, nmong ve moun-
taing liow,
And like a glass doth show their shapes, snd oke yo
wlowds wnd skies ¢
Giod Inys his chmmnbers’ hoams thercin, that all his
power may know,
And holdoth in his fist yo winds that clse would mar
yo show." —Aueremt Tradition,

These quaint lines are said to have been in-

seribed, two hundred yenrs ago, upon n * piece
of birchen bark,” ot ghe onm oﬁ.m in-
nipiseogee. For the entiro poem, we refer the

reader to that interen’::h; imitation of the an-
cient simplicity and freshness of style—*Leavey

rock, with its corroded inmcription atiesting

that exploration, still rears itself above the

blue waves of the lake. The mountains, and

thut beautiful

e mirror ‘whore the stars and mountains view

The stillness of their aspoct in ench trace

1t clenr depth yiclds of their far height and hue,”

v gy

tri

val name of !E“

s e Bl
in, wear a ve mitive mapect. It

. his log cabin on

And there waas the hole whero his tail came t'lhl"--iu.rh
Clederadd goo

A word shout our costume.  Wa were not
gailty of putent leather und tight kids, We
were, however, more onthuondishly attived than
was need.  Expecting to be merged o a forest
life from the moment of leaving the cars, we
were unprepared even to write a good hand in
& hotel register which astonishod us ot the
lake. The misfortune was, that we had mis-
taken the locale of the jumping-off place.  But,
to make a long story short, our dress was not
very recherche, but was chiclly admiralle for
the pertinncity with which it resisted all de-
composing und disintegrating agents.  Oiled
canyass was a prominent article ; old folt hats
and Well-greased boots were also conspicnons
Guernsey shirts, pistol-belts, and an infinity of
straps wnd strings, were decidedly in vogue,
Our armory, too, had not been neglected ; for
our kind mothers had feared lest evil Lensts
should dovour us.  But had any of us been in-
dicted for assault, the smission of an iota from
the usually redundant formala of * guns, elubs,
fista, brickbats knives” ete., would lhave
yuushed the indictment,

CITAPTER VI.

“ Ye shall dwell in hoothse " — Jee, xxili, 42
What o cosy shanty that was, where we
stopped the fiest night.  The bhed, of hemlock
twige, how soft! The coarse blankets, how
warm ' and that great, mnrin,i fire, how eom-
fortable in the damp woods! Up and down is
better than the monotonous level: and n fow
rocks peeping through the turf st off the lux.
urinnt verdure around, and afford a resting-

lnce to the sliding feet. The price of wood
Stm not interfere with our plensure.

* Bring ont groat logs, and lot (Hom born,

And ke n solid cors of hoat,’

for economy ix in her garret at home.  The
merry fire, as it voars and rushes through the
wide hole in the roof, scems a different element
from your sickly blaze that issues from n fow
ehips at the bottom of a narrow, erooked, half-
choked «!himm-lv in the city.

This is one depot of the lumbermen of the
Mnine woods.  There are halfa-dosen of them
whout the door, for it is supper, time. Go'in
like no stranger, and greet them affably, and
you shall receive o cordinl hospitality, and a
gincers thongh rough courtesy, which would
make you at ense, though fresh from the finery,
the nllgel‘.utitm, and the caresses of our © highest
circles.”  Mr. Jedediah, “ the maid,” has pre.
pared a substantinl meal.  Sit down to it, on
this bit of timber, and be not fastidious if
treacle swoetens your tea in u tin cap, or if
each one provides his own butter-knife.

Who cores for the “ hewers of wood,” the
men who provide the rough hoards for our com-
furtable mansions—those very howrds so offon-
sive to the eye that doats upon smoothness and
white paint!  Poor Jack, with all his real and
imaginary woes, doss not work or suffer like
the lumberman.  They lead the most laborious
of lives ; but we, who sigh for the sgjlor when
the wind blows, should likewise carry our
pocket handkorchiels when we go to s saw-mill
or & hardware store. During half the year the
lumbermen remain in the woods, and amid the
deepest snows, and ‘in the most intense cold
the{ prosecute their luborious duties. In the
enrly spring, when dissolving winter hus swolled
the icy streams, is the time of their most ardu-
ous and uorelaxing efforts. The myriads of
logs, felled during the winter, are to be con.
ducted down the fouming river to the mills,
Now, night and day, continue incessant toil ;
nnd, amid ice, water, and scanty food, the lam-

berman in enor i u couch
on the wet earth fitted to ir thom. What
wonder, then, that constitul ure enfeebled
and broken &l\m, nnd & tful diture

in moving st Elﬂlll

commercial oporations,

eamp out,
the nll-es.
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< The Nutional Bre in Pa Weekly, on | shall reach the camp by sunrise, when I will | disen himself from the struggling beast, a | Andie nodded in the comer, and drew hack | to the interests of agriculture and the mechan. | cities is working & channel even into these | «ontinl Lirch.bark. and. after our frugal meal
\ diroet. opposite Odd FolloWs™ Hall. ask leave to come over here, und you shiall be | blow from the bfll&u!'t'he young trooper’s pistol | his bare feet uneasily, as the falling embers |ic arts incrensed energies and greatly-multi- wilds. Hotels and steamboats. and even a post | lie down
~ the first to laugh at your fears. You are tired had silenced him ; _lnd whnq [_ reached the | came too near; Aunt Sara kuit, as ususl, but | plied facilities. Roots, sceds, scions, plants, office, are among the present luxuries of these With the elear huavens o'er us for & canopy
hio tn advanee. and worn out now. A good night’s rest will . he was su ng the fuinting form of a | often pausing to glance anxiously in Molly's | samples of wheat, tobuceo, and other produets, | Northern regions: and the other wonders, and | o0 ilee if we have time, make u <light shelter

of houghs
sweek.
|10 BE coscLUDED IN OUR XEXT.|

and thers, if anywhere -lv-vl. s
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|[COPYRIGHT SECURKED ACCORDN NG
GREENWO0OD LEAVES FROM OVER THE SEA
No. 13
Bevrast, Se plember 5, 1852.

Dear Dr. Bateey : Onthe morning of August
1hth, we leit Cork for Killarney. by way of
Bantry and Glengariff.  After a short run on
the rail. we took a stage-couch, choosing out-
side seats, like enthusiastic tourists as we are,
though the day was dark and showery. There
wis little in the scenery, and less in the condi.
tion of the eonntry. and people, to repay us for
our exposure to winfl and weather, until we
renched Bantr¥ 1 can never forget the forlorn,
unmitignted wretchednes: of the people who
thronged round s at the little town of Dun-
manwny., Among the crowd appealing to us
n all possible vavintions of the whine mendi
cious and mend=cions we sow uot vie msn or
woman in the national costunie and cover-all—
the double.caped great-cont and the hooded
cloak—all was gquador and tatters, soul-sicken.
ing and disgusting.  Here was infancy, nude
and needy, renching out its dirty little hands
and second childhood, hant and tottering,. with
palsied palm extended. eyeing you with all the
mute wistlulness of w starved spaniel.  There
was n full assortment of the halt the hump-
backed. and the erippled—all degrees of sight-
leseness and unsighthiness, I turned away from
the miserable oreatures with a heart heavy
with hopeless sympathy and vain pity, and
with a conscience stricken for all my own sins
of unthankfulness and diseontent.  And here
I may as well paose to remark brietly on the
condition and appenrance of the pessants in
the south of Irelund. Knowing that | eonld
not fuirly judge of this class by the idle and
ragged crowd who gather round the conch or
onr, in the towns and hamlets, | took oceasion,
during my stay at Cork, to visit ®everal of the
country cottages of the working peasants, in
compuny with one of the Innded proprietors
In but one out of six did | find u regulae fire-
place wnd l"ll'llluu-_\'. m bt one was there o
window of glass, and that consisted of o single
pane.  The others had—with the exception of
the door, and a hole in the roof, from which
the smoke, after wardering nt its own sweet
will through the eabin, found its way out—no
opening whatever, for light or ventilation. Bul

o Law

window in one other. In a low, miserable
bovel, belonging o a carman, we found u
horse vceupying full a third of the seant room,
and above his manger o small opening had
been mude through the mud wall, the good
man having found that the health of the snimal
required what himself and Lis family lived
without—air.  To thiy miktress of this unique
habitation, whose one apartinent served for
kitchen, sleeping-room, stable, und hiall, | snid,
in horrified amacement. © How is it possible
you cag live with that horse ' Sure, miss,
he's no throuble,” she replied ; “and it's little
room he takes, after ull; for the childer oan
sleep on the straw, under him, just, and oreep
hotween his legs, and he niver harming them
ut wlly the sinsble cratur” 1t in & eommon
thing to see hens drying their funthers by the
gonial peat-glow, and pigs enjoying the plens-
ures of the domestio hearth. ln another eabin,
we found two carious old erones, living to-
gother, on apparently nothing, who loaded
us with blesings in the original tonguo, and
actunlly went on their knees to offer up thanke.
giving for u few half-pence, which we gave asa
vonsiderntion for intrading on their vetirement
Yet, thongh living in low, smoky, ill-ventila-
tedd cabins—aoften with mouldering  thatches,
and always with damp ourth-tloors, with »
pool of stgnant water or s dunghill before
the door—though themselves ill fed and but
haslf elwd, it is wsingular fact that the pensants
of Southern Irelund are apparently o health-
ful nnd hardy race. You oconsionally see fine
specimens of manly and childish henuty smong
them ; but a pretty Irish peasant girl we founid
the rarest of rara-avises. There wre somo
fumilies of Spunish origin abont Bantry, and of
these we encountered one or two dark-eved,
olive-cheeked Leggar boys, who seemed to have
lenped out of one of Murillo's pictures.  The
,mlwmneu everywhere are u particularly fine-
ooking et of fellows—indeed, none but well-
made, tall, and powerful men have any chanco
of eurolment in this honorable, terror-inspiring,
omniprosent corps.  The professional beggurs
of Ireland seem n ||cuuliur,_\r hapeless and irro-
deemuble class—not Leenuse of the poverty of
the country alone, but from their own inherent
and inherited idleness and viciousness. They
ury persistent, pertinacious, sometimes impu-
dent, and often guick-witted and nmusing. A
friend of ours was wiylaid Ly s cortain “ widdy
woman, with un unlimited amount of ragged
rosponsihilities at her heels. On hearing her
doleful story, our friend advised the fair men-
dicnnt to take refuge in the poor-house, “The
poor-house!” she exclaimed, * sure it's moself
that keeps the poorest house in all Cork, yor
honor.” | was nmused by an appeal made Ly
un elderly dame to one of our fellow-pussen-
gers: “Here's o fine fut gentloman ; sure he'll
give a sixpence to a popr bony body that husn't
hroken her fast at all the day.”
If you wish to take a meditative walk among
the hills, the ehances are that you will return
with a eonsiderable raggod retinve; but the
larger detaohments of this ignoble army of
almsseckors aro stationed along the public
rowds.  They make their startling sorties Trom
the most lonely, wilid, and innecessible places .
like Roderick Dhu's men, they | up from
“eopse and hoeath'—every rm{ hides u wait-
ing mendieant, and every tuft of broom stirs as
wa approach, with a lurking tatterdemalion
They leap on your way from behind walls, snd
drop down upon you from overhanging trees—
small foot-pnds, or rather paddies, who mt
palms instead of pistols, and blarney MIJ WOrTy
you alike out of pence and patience.
After o day of wet and weary travel, through
n melancholy country, we cnjoyed to the ut.
most the beautiful appronch to Bantry, under
a clear and sunny sky, and welcomed with en-
thusingm the sight of its lovely and famous bay,
But even thix bright vision wus soon eclipsed
by Glengariff, where we spent the night. In
all this ‘Tu.nd. I have seen nothing to compare
with the glorious heauty of that place. In all
the solemn shadows of its wild lonelineas, the
dark deeps nnd frowning heights of ita gran-
denr, in all the sweet lights of its loveliness, it
lives, and must ever live, in my chnrmed mem-
ory: hut to picture it in words | dare not at-
tompt.
After dinner, thongh a light rain was fall-
ing. we took u row around the bay, and re-
mained on the water until the night set in, |
think we shall none of us soon that row
over the smooth and silent bay, in the rain
and d:rnin twilight, under the shadows of
mountain and rock. scene would have
heen too wild, solemn, and awfully lonely, but
ﬁa-tbe,'neulluwhmd story-telling talent of
“Jerry,” our and helmsman. He enter-
tained on wi of u
certnin Shannon, u priest, a famous
character in this region lgoul half o century
ago. One anecdote illustrative of the holy
man’s quick-wittednoss, impressed me as an
instance of *’'cuteness” ing the “eute-

some wonderful |

the bay, when he hoard & swirm of beas buz-
ging uhout him. Then he bogins to rattle with
s knife, or in un fron kottle he had with

“| him in the till he feels that all the bees

have settled on his shoulders. Then h'lil"
reaches back, and takeshold of the tail of

| forget—we did remark n sort of improvised -

n




